He scans the psychiatrist: grey-haired, grey-suited. Leather chair, high-backed and suitable for a senator. Rows of hardcover tomes with gold-embossed lettering proclaiming knowledge held within stretch above and beyond in the frame of sight. 


"And which drug manufacturer paid for your expenses, your schooling? A hefty bill all those years mount up to. Merck? Pfizer? I guess I can tell by the registered trademarks on the pens and notepads; the coffee mugs in the galley...."


An audible exhale - impatience where there ought to be none. A steepling of fingers manicured. 


"Trust. An invitation, an invocation of trust. I shall continue to trust myself. All experience combined reveals the answer: that every human being encountered thus far was unreliable. A liar, working - if one could call it that - towards their own perceived benefit in the short term, without regard to benefit of others. And we must remember, as the man said, that life on Earth is but a flash of dawn. Our entire lives are short terms, are they not?"


A lean forward from the speaker. Coffee, aftershave, leather. Sunlight shaded with tint reveals automobiles meandering through parking lots, floors below and silent. He imagines a ticking clock perched on the shelf behind his target of conversation: black and white plastic cat, with eyes swiveling left and right in tandem with the pendulum of its tail. Corners of mouth widen. How the mouth makes such similar ticking noises after ingesting those pills. Perhaps they are made of sponges, or tiny portals tooan arid desert realm, sucking away all moisture for use by insectoid colonies with nefarious deals. 


"The only thing I can trust another human being to do is lie. I trust you as far as I can throw your river-bloated corpse. True irony, isn't it, that the only words you'll hear from me are not fables made up on the spot?"


Nothing moves. Nothing actually in the room, anyway. Silence, near enough. Breathing. 


It hasn't been fifteen minutes, and the man expects to be paid, after all. 